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PREFACE 

-It has been*the custom at Shrewsbury, during 
' my Head Mastership, that a short infqjrmal 
address should be ^ven at the Evening Service. 
This volume contains the addresses given, during 
•the last four or five years, on two annual occa- 
siot^ — Confirmatiqn Sunday and the end of the^ 
Summer Term. They have been printed at the 
request of some Salopians, and, it is hoped tha^ 
jny other readers will find in these facts of thoir 
IRsto^ an excuse for the sameness of (^e Aemes. 
The* Appendix is perhaps of even more purely 
local interest. 


C. A. AxiNfiTON. 
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^SHREWSBURY FAELES 

A FA:p.Ei* 

November ib, igtt, 

T^ere was a bitter dispute going on in ‘the 
Grate ; the Taper^ the Wood, iind the Coa} were 
all (juartellingjior each maintained that he was 
•the most important* part of the- fire. 

“Trhere cannot, feally be much doubt about 
it,” said the Paper ; “ they would not have pht 
me outside if they ’hadn’t known I was the best 
loojdng, and besides that, I have .connections'^ 
ypth J^i^" intellectual^ circles. Why, a. bro^Sr 
of mftie was a Novel only, the other (fey, -and L 
have seyeral cousins who are quite respectable^ 
PcKsms.” The Paper was really a bit of news- 
paper y*and that, no, doubt, accounted for its 
krrcgance. , 

“ How absurd it is to hear you talk ! ” said the 
Wood, "as if a flimsy thing- like Paper could 
really be- of any value j and as for^respectaWe 

V<^ llus and the tvo fabfei which follow have alteadf hi»n 
in aa appendix to my book^ d SehoolmastKi^j dpikgy. 
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cettCNxii<was~4rd3l| I may‘no<f be muck to. look 
at '^ow, but if you had seen my home in the 
{<3M<Bk before we came doWb in the w*rld, you’d 
know what beauty was. And /I suppose even 
you have heard of the wooden walls of Old 
England. Why, we ,were the backbone of the 
^ountry.” 

How out of date you are ! ” skid the-Coal ; 
“ everybody knows nowadays that the strength . 
of the nation depends on its coal, and if you 
knew the trouble people t^e to get me, living 
underground for years, you’d have some idea 
what was meant by value. * Besides, I’m plder' 
tl^an you, and must know better.” 

“ Oh, do be quiet,” said, the Grate, which 
^had heard this .sort of thing very pften before. 
*^}fone of you could get on without the otherj 
besides, jou aren’t even « fire yet.” “JNo^a 
^fire ! ” cried the other three indignantly ; “*what 
on earth can you mean ? ” “ Wait and see,” 
said the Grate. And sure enougli, just^at that 
moment, th^ housemaid put a match to the 
Paper. . • 

** Well, at any rate there’s no doubt about it 
now,” said the Pager, as it flared up triumphantly. 

“ Don’t you see what a tremendous compliment 
I have had paid - me ? ” What’s it like f ” 

said the Wood, which was a .little interested 4n 
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i^tfe of it8<3l; ** doesn’t it hurt ratluer ? ” ^ 

no,** said the Paper ; “ or wdtt, jjist a Utdp,” it 
added hodestly, ’’ but it’s worth it all.the same { ” 
it cried* as it leapt up the chimn^ in £k. 

^‘WeQ, thank 'goodness, we shai^t have a^ 
mote bother with that Paper,” said the Wood. 
“Don’t be'^o certain,”* said the Grate; and 
surt enough,, at that moment the Wood began to 
feel some curious sensations. It began to crackle 
and glow. “ Why, I’m on fire too,” it said,' with 
something of dismay in its voice. “ That comes 
of keeping such shocking company,” said the 
Coai ; “ now if you Wtere a really solid and re- 
spectable person fike me ” — ** I’m on fire, I*ta 
on fire I ” cried the Wood, and it followed the 
Paper exultingly up' the chimne;^. 

* “‘Do you know,” said the Coal to the Graifb, 
“Tf’ni^ really beginning to feel a littl* uncom- 
fortable myself;* what do you think can be thff 
matter with me ? ” “ Why, you have caught at 
last,” §aid the Grate. “ I really believe I have,” 
said the Coad, “and* I’m not sure* that ‘it’s so 
unpleasant Ifter all.” 

There was silence for a few nunutes while the 
Cool began to glow and slowly pass into a blaze. 
“ 0b you know what is the use of it^ f ” asked 
the Coal. “ I am not quite sure that I do^” 
said the Grate, “, but sometimes somebody comes 
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wahat brnteHf at the and it is &a irbt 
ac^^tdji itia<l4 tke fire bt^ made me as well: 
ai9ia^som^o:iv, t^ougK I cannot explain ip, vfhen 
He is pleased, 1 feel as if vee Had all done wHat 
we were n|eant to do. I made a little sor^ 
about it tHe otHer : I don’t know if you 
would care to Hear it ?•” But the ,0oal was too 
mupH occupied to pay any attention, so the 
Grate Had to sing* its song to itself. And this 
was the song which it sang — » 

Thou that hast made us all, Paper llnd Coal and Wood, 

Lo, we have heard thy call ; lo, we have understood. 

Paper that flares and goes. Wood that crackles in flames 
^oal that abides and glows, surely thssir end is the same. 

All that we have we give, giving we know not why, 

Not for ourselves we live, and not to ourselves we die. 

Not to ourselves ^ die, fulflUii^ our Lord’s desire ; ^ 
j£oal. Wood, Paper, and I, we have made our Master’s fire. 



COACH MC^EY 

July 27, 1913. 

‘ In the early hours ot this morning I had tflher 
i curious dream, o{ which I twU try to t^ you 
^much as I can remember. 

My mind must have been running om Examina- 
tions, for I found ^yself in a very large Hall in 
which there wereT a great number of single d^ks> 
with some one writing busily at each. It was 
ratKfer a shock to me. to discover that the writer^ 
wefe Angela} for one does not associate Angels 
Wiri^ Examinations. ’But I soon savfc that the 
Elimination wis not of an ordinary kind. Eac]^ 
of the ‘ Angels Was engaged in copying entries 
into Jbook from a very mixed lot of material' at 
his side. Hiere wefe old Exercisi^'und Cricket 
Scores, and Boalwg. Cards, and notes of con- 
versation^ taken by a kind of .s^ent gramophone, 
and all tlte entries were being busily made up in 
a large booL I had the curiosity SI count the ' 
numberi in the room; and when I fc^d it was 
380 , 1 had iK> longer any doubt that I was in the 
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presfoic^ of theTxuardian Angels of this School, 

' ti|> thei| books for tl^e term/ • 

noticed tha% one of them 8eeme(f to have 
finished lus worl^ so I went up. to ask him to 
explain what was going on. “ It is really quit^ 
simple,” he said; ‘‘we are only, making up the 
.term’s records.” “ Bu^what do you* put in the 
boob ? ” said I. “ Oh, everything,” he saM ; 
t “ th^ things they do, and the things they say : 
but what really takes up nvost of the time is 
putting down the things they think. • That’s 
w|iy I have got so little to do just now,” he 
added, “ for my young gentleman hardly thinks 
at .all just yet.” And he showed me the name 
on the outside of his book. • “ I suppose you 
^ut the good on one side and the bad on* the 
other,” I said, “ and balance up at the eiui of the 
term f ” *“ No,” he said, it is really not 
40 simple as that ; we aren’t allowed to balaip^ 
up the accounts ourselves, and it’s only at the 
end of their time that it is really settled up; 
when they Vt>me for their Journey Money, you 
know.’’ “Journey Money?’” said T; “but 
where are they going to ? And how do they get 
there ? ” “ What an absurd question ! ’’ he said? 
“ of course "they’re going home to God ; doem’t 
one of the Hymns say Something Ifice that? 
But how far th^ go, and houf fast they go, that 
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of coiifee d^eiids*oxi the amount of Journejr 
Money they take'a^ray from h^e. B,ut J see 
th^ are just jgetting ready to| give it out, so 
you had better -come and look.” 

And sure enough there was a movement at the 
far end of the Hall; about §fty of the AngdU 
brought uiSi“,all their books, and some of them 
had* a very heavy load of volumes. The books 
were rapidly tested by some process that I could 
not understand, and then their value wa§ paid 
down to the Guardian Angel who stood waiting 
rather anxiously to see what his charge had 
earned. 

Just at the moment when I looked at thena* I' 
saw an Angel receiving a large pile of Copper in 
return for a great set of volumes that he had? 
•h^ded in. I noticed that he looked rather dis- 
appointed, and asked Ay friend the reason. “ You 
get paid in Copper for all the things you’ve 
done to please yourself,” he said. “ I expect 
that would be one of those Athletes, or else one 
of the Scholars ; they are as bad as»Ofife another,” 
he went on, “ always inclined to think about 
themselves.” I had noticed that the boy in his 
<Aarge W4S by no means distinguished in any vv^ay, 
so I was rather amused at his attitu&e towards 
the dangers of success.' 

“ And who gets paid in Silver ? ” I asked. 
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“P|i, tliose are the people who have 'done what 
tljKi^iiave don^for the sake of the School; you’d 
be surprised to lee what a lot of Silver money 
there is paid over every year, i am trying tc 
get my young man to see the value of that, b»t 
it’s rather slow work,’’ he went on gloomily. 
“ when the fellow won’t think at all,’^ 

And what about the Gold ? ” I asljecf,* tc 
change the subject. “ Ah, the Gold,” he said, 
and a change came over his* voice as he spoke.; 
“ that’s something worth getting. Of course 
we see a lot of Gold in Heaven, but somehow I 
think it’s not so fine as \hi? Gold you huftian 
’bdings get. We haven’t got the same chances, 
you know.” And he hummed under his brjsath 
’a line or two of S Hymn, and I thought I caught 
the words — 

■ “ A song which even Angels can never, neVer sing ; 

We know not Christ as Saviour, but worship Him as Ring.” 

“ But can’t they exchange their moneys •” said 
I. “ Oh yes,* you can exchange the Silvqr for 
Gold,” he said, “ but you can’t do anything 
with the Copper. We’re bimetallists up here,’’ 
he went qg with a smile. “ But come and,s^ 
the Luggage they have to take "with them.” 
And we passed into another room where the 
fifty Angels were bu^ packing up. Son^ had 
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batdly* any lt%gage at all.- Th^ had Uid 4side 
every weight, as my^uide explai^d to me. But 
others had a very curious collection of tlLin^., 
I^ere'were so^ft/s with childish toys, and old 
suits of clothes that their owners l^d long out- 
grown, but they would not j^rt with thena^ and 
50 they ha^ alt^to be packed. And there was 
oilff poor Angd^ whom I noticed rather sadly 
filling a bag with mud, for the boy had got into, 
the habit of making mud pies, and he cotdd not 
be persuaded to leave the materials of his game 
behind him. 

Chey were all. nearly ready to start when 
rather a bustling* Angel pushed his way through 
the crowd. I think he must have belonged to 
anothe* school which had broken up early, iog 
Ijoonei seemed quite to know him, though he 
1 ^^'Very ready witlf good advice. “ Aren’t you 
going to give* them anything to read on the 
journey ? ” he said. “ I always give my people 
a sermon or two to read on the way.” “ Our 
people have got tHexr Coat of A«tns and their 
Motto,” said on6 of the Shrewsbury Angels, 
“ and I think that’s enough.” “ It doesn’t 
sound giuch,” said the stranger. “ No,” said 
the other, “ but it carries ybh a gd&d long way 
if you understand it* properly j for the lions will 
teach them to be brave, and the lilies will teach 
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thesq to*be while the'lKlotto has got 
wl^e xoot of the matter in ^t.’* “Xet me hear 
it,**^wd fho Strader. “ It is Intus n*mte ne 
U^ora” said the Angel, and there are two 
trandations of it given. The first is, * Blessed^ 
are the pure in heart, for they shall see God.’ 
But there is another Ind rather freer trans> 
lation which I think better myself) and that' 
is, ‘ For them thaif love God all things wo^ 
together for good.’ ” 



AN ARGUMENT 

November 25 , 1913 . 

!• HAPPENED to be in Chapel this morning 
rather' early, when I became conscious that 
though there was ^nobody else but me there, 
the^b was a conversation going on. You know 
hibw often when you are in an empt;^ b'^lding 
you hear the seafs creaking for no apparent 
reason, and how little it generally seems to mean.. 
]|ut this morning. I was able to make out what 
th^ were saying, and I will gjve you the con- 
vtlifktio®, as I heard it. 

’’*)^ad evidently broken in on the middle of a 
rikthfei? attimated discussion, for the first thing I, 
heard was the Seats in the Body of the Chapel 
saying; “Well, of course I quite see that it’s 
not your fault ; you ^re made of ?i:^ Pine, and 
it’s quite right that you should miSke kthe best 
of it, but nothing will ever persuade me that a 
Pitch Pine seat is nearly as good as an Oak one. 

’s said and done, it ts a fise thing to. 
come of a good family, and I am proud of being 
English; you ean’t help coxmng frmn Norway, 
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but it M a dis^vantage, and tljat’s all th«re i$ 
td* bft said.” 

Htch Pij;ie Seats had a rather^ mincing' 
way of talking— It comes frort all that over 
polish,” I heard the Oak Seats mutter to them- 
selves) — ^but* they had no doubt about the good- 
ness of their case.* “ We do the best we can,” 
they said, “ and that’s all a seat cSn do. 
don’t suppose a man thinks more of himself 
because he happens to be born of an old family, 
do you ? ” 

“ Oh, don’t they ? ” said the Oak Seats. 

“ You ask the Organ ; it Jias^ more to do ijith 

men than most of us, and knows more about 
• « ^ ^ 

them. Do men think more of themselves because 
they are well-bor^ ? ” 

“ I’m afraid they very often do,” said the 
Organ ; “ but they are quke wrong to do 
^he added ; but after all he had a •Pitch Pine Vase 
himself, so he was naturally a little prejudiced. 

“ I was right, I told you so,” said both the 
Pitch PinevSf^ts and the Oak Seats together. 

“ It is not so much a matter of the material 
you are made of,” said the Choir Stalls, “ as the 
use to which you are put. Some kinds of work 
are o’w vlutwdy higher than others ; now whefl I 
was in Manchester Cathedral I used to see a Dean 
every day and a Bishop every now and then.” 
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“ Quite right,” tjie Chair in the Channel said ; 
“ and talking of Bis^jops, I .wonder if you know 
what’s going to happen to me to-day ? *’ 

I don’t see what that’s got* to do with it,” 
said the Stalls at the Other End. Bishop is 
only a man after all, and to say a seat is made 
better because of the person who happens to 
mwin it is life saying that one man is better than 
another because he happens to have a fortune 
left him. Good W9rk’s good work, and it doesn’t 
much matter what work it is or how it’s paid, 
so long as you do your best.” 

‘(i Hear, hear,” gaid a lot of small voices pro- 
ceeding from the* Hassocks, who seemed to repre; 
sent the democratic part of the community. 

** I don’t think,” said the Choir Stalls; “ that 
you quijre ap^eciate the difference between work 
tUJl is strictly religicms and ordinary work. Now 

in !^anchester •Cathedral ” 

“ Oh, stop talking about Manchester Cathe- 
dral,”, said the Stalls at the Other End. “ I 
suppose you will tfcU me next all clergy- 
men arc better than all laymen ; ask ihe Organ 
what it thinks about t&at.” 

“ Perhaps they ought to be,” said the Organ, 
“ But they very seldom are.” 

“ My dear children,” said the Screen, which 
had been listening with rather a oatient smile 
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to '■jJI Ac con’Msrsation, " w,^en you -liave lived 
m tlie world » long as I ^ave and in as many 
dfilerent* places^ you’ll understand tfi^at it is 
rather absui'd td talk of one kii\d of life being 
better than another. Of course there is such la 
Aing as being beautiful; 1 don’t know if you 
ever happened to obsfirve my carving; that’s 
Ae kind of thing which really does mabc> 
difference to one’s 4ife.” 

“ 1 . suppose you think,” ^said Ae Bishop’s 
Chair, which was rather sulky at having been 
snubbed, “ I suppose you think that a man with 
a handsome body is better t^an a man wiA ^ 
plain face ? I should like to* know what the 
Organ thinks about that.” 

“ Beauty is a yery delightful thing,” said 1:he 
Organ, which hoped some day to have % Screen , 
of its own, “ but of course it is not the dffly 
thing by 'any means,” it went on hurriedly bdfore 
its case had time to interrupt. 

“ What’s Aat you’re saying about beapty I ” 
asked one ol t^e Stained Ghiss Windows, which 
woke up suddenly as Ae light came through it. 

“ Of course beauty is the thing Aat matters. 
Why, I was saying that only Ae other day to 
Ae<.ll£kv>filass Window on the oAer side of the 
Chapel : ‘ Anybody could .see through you,’ I 
said.” 
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“ Y^, and whit /' said/* satd/the Plawi Glasi 
Window, f*was. If doesn^t matter people seeiag 
through you, provide they see :yice thii^ cA the 
other side. Now, through me'you-s^e Nature, 
and that’s better than all your artistic colours.” 

The Flowers had been silent all the time, for, 
after all, they were only trisitofs, but at this they 
not hdp giving a little applause. “ Yes, 
yes,” they said, “ Nature’s better than Art after 
all.” The Stained Glass Window blushe4 *with 
anger. “ I like yotir talking about Nature,” it 
cried ; “ where would you be if you hadn’t been 
cultivated ? ” Before^ the Flowers had time *to 

think of the righ^ answer 

“ Hush, hush,”^ said the Pulpit, “ I think the* 
Chapel is going to say something.” 

And sure enough I heard a deep voice, though 
I osjuld not tell exactly where it came from ; but 
it vas evidently a voice to which the ^est were 
bound to listen, and, as became its dignity, it 
spoke in metre — 

English Oak and Norway Pine, 

Wrangle not before the Shrine, 

Marring thus a work Divine. 

Vile and common, rich and rare, 

Yet they all one service share. 

Seeing all God’s creatures are. 
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Stones'^Jihat live atid ilOwer^that cue» 

Arc thqr not one company 
Servii% the one Lord high f 

Brick arti wood and glass and stone 
Setve ttfeir God, yet not alone, 

For the Lord their God is one. 

So may all that day by day 
Gather iif-this i^nse to pray 
Serve together even as they ! ” 

[There was a silence when the Chapel 
finished speaking, and then the Organ began 
very softly to play a chord 6r two. Every on^ 
seemed to know the words : though the tune, 
at* any rate, was familiar, the words were strange 
to me, and yet they all joindS^ in, the Hassbeb 
in a rather squeaky treble, though evidently very 
anxious not to be left out — 

f 

“ Praise, praise, O world, the God of love, 

Praise Him, ye sun and moon above, 

J^raise Him, all creatures upon earth, 

Praise Him, ye things of little Worth. 

But most of all, ye sons of men, 

Who come and gO and come again, 

T^ach ye these walls to ^und His praise, 

And serve and love Him all your days.^* 

» 

As the chant died away I heard a cry from 
the Antechapel : “ Look out,” said the Door, 
y thata*9...s ome one coming ; ” and everything 
had become quite quiet ^again when the first 
boy came in and knelt down to say his prayers. 



A DREAM 

t 

July 19, 1914. 

I’Dafesay you’ve sfen the account of the latest 
new invention ; it’s called the Telephotograph, 
or something' of that kind, and it enables you 
to see things at a distance whether they want 
you to see them or* not. At least that’s how I 
undefstand it, and.f remember thinking when I 
read the account that it sounded a very imperti- 
nentjnvention. Well, I suppose it’s the result of 
being very unmechanical, but I ain sometimes per- 
secuted b/ mechanical dreams, and the other night 
I foiyid myself setting in my study and Arguing 
with a stranger about this abominable machine. 
As so often happens, the dream began in the 
middl^ ’and I found, myself saying, ‘‘ It isn’t 
distance in space that matters, it’s distance in 
time : if you could make one look backward or 
forward over the years, that would be worth 

“ My dear fellow,” he said, “ you don’t imiht 
an invention for that; you’ll find it in all the 
c 17 
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book already.” And Ke began quoting frona 
I Henry Newbolt, the bit *^bout tlie man who 
* wls going to Ije killed by*the Afghani — 

t 

“ * He saw the School Close, sunny and green, 

The junner beside him, the stand by the parapet ^all, 
The distant tape, and the crowd roaring between. 

His own nanite over|klI.’ 

“ Or here’s another bit,” he went on, “i^wMch 
you’ll like betta" ; it’s a man down with fever in 
India — 


* And lo, in a moment 

The landscape is jhanged. 

And I am no Ignger 
Alone and estranged ; 

And I stand at the gate 
Of the homely red# wall, 

And gaze down the court, 

At the School-room and Hall, 
At the sober grey Chapel, 

The houses, the limes. 

And straightway fall dreaming 
Of happy old times */ 

Of soft summer mornings . . / ” 


Now X happen to know that old gat^ for it 
was the gate of my own old School, but I was 
rather annoyed with his trying to put me off 
with poetry, so “ Oh, I don’t mean that,” I inter- 
^upted : “ every one thinks of his past life. when 
he’s dying, and every one has dreams when he’s 
delirious : I want something which will make 
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fOu see ihe again when you ue quite norm^ . 
and ordinfry.” 

“Weil, there’s nothing very Jdiffijcult about 
that,” he said : “ just try looking to your right 
front the nett time you are in Chapel add See 
what you see.” 

And then, , in the absurd way that things 
hal^^eli in dreams, 1 found myself in' Chapel 
and found myself looking at my right frcmt, and 
saw the Tablet to Charlie Havers who died here 
just after the Bumping Races in ’89. And as I 
looked at it I saw a* good deal. I saw him as 1 
used to know him aj t)ur*Private School, and I saw 
his younger brother and myself going in first 
tbgeAer, and I sawj if you won’t mind my telling 
you, the great day when we mide fifty for no 
wickets, and we both got out and we found we 
had inade exactly twenty-five apiece ; and I saw 
a good deal more which would be rather tiresome 
to you if I were to tell it, and then I found 
myselThack in the ro9m with the strajige man 
'loddng^at me and laughing ; and 1 was rather 
ashamed of myself for having been proved in the 
wrong, so I said, “ That’s all very well, but it’s 
no good just seeing things: I want to hear 
people’s voices as they used to be : it’s not*h: 3 l 
real unless one does that.” 

“ Oh, if that’s sdiat’you want,” said he, “ I’ve 
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got just the tffing for you : it’s called the Photo- 

f Btuogjaph, quite an oil thing thqpgh weVe 
rought it. up ,to date ; but you must give me 
something to fix it on. Some old photographs 
will do, or a copy of the School paper.” 

So I rummaged a1|0ut and fetched a photo- 
graph or two and some bound ^copies of the 
Marlburian, and he took them in ms*haB!ds 
and^said, “ Now shut your eyes a minute, and 
m repeat a little poem *to you to put you 
in the right frame of mind.” So I shut my 
eyes and he began saying .over quite softly a 
poem that I know quite well, and I hope you 
do too — 

• 

“ In a wild moraine of forgotten books, 

On the glacier of years gone by, 

As I plied my rake for order’s sake, • 

There was one that caught my eye ; 

And I sat by the shelf till I lost myself, 

And roamed in a crowded mist, 

And heard lost voices and saw lost looks. 

As I pored on an old School List.” 

That’ll «do/’ he said quietly, whence had 
gone through a verse or twoj you can open your 
eyes now.” So I opened my eyes and I looked 
at the photographs of the two people 1 had 
Thown best at School, and sure enough as I 
looked I heard some vofces I never expected to 
hear again. There was sf fellow with whom I 
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ihared a study for two years, an'tf 1 Jieard otir;- 
lelves ar^jiing just ‘asRve used to So, foj lie was 
i mathematician and very obst^ate, about 'the 
late of the creation of the world and why our 
Housemaster didn’t like us. And I heard him 
explaining, for he was C^ptaii/ of the Shoot- 
ing VIII., what bad luck it was that we hadn’t 
iv<9« the^shburton Shield. And I heard a fellow 
ivho was in the Eleven with me, and rather stupid, | 
ragging with me on the cricket ground and saying, 
“ What rot ! ” whenever I tried to be at all clever. 
And I heard what h^ said when he beat me in the 
Finai at Fives, and* what he said when we won 
the School Rackets together. And just then I 
realized that my unknown friend was going on 
with the poem and he had got to^the last verse — 

" There* were two good fellows I used to know, 

— How distant it all appears ! 

•We played together in football weather, 

And messed together for years : 

TTiose times are fled, and they’re both of them dead 
Sf long that they’re hardly missed 
Save by us, who messed with them yeai| ago*: 

* •But we’re all in the old School List.” 

And I jumped up and said, “ You brute ! you’ve 
altered that last verse. For it’s quite true ; one 
of th^m is buried in India and the other is burieS 
in Berkshire. But who rare you ? and how do you 
know ? ” He smiled at me quite gravely, and he 
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said, I knoV & good deal luore t^n 70U think, 
aindi the^ reason I’ve comelto ShreMvsb^ . . 
And at* the wSrd Shrewsbury I broke in and 
said, “Why, this is Shrewsbury, not Marl- 
borough ; and what are you doihg here i 4^d 
then he told ihe, bi^ what he told me about 
Shrewsbury I must keep, if you will let me, for 
n»t Sunday. 


July 26, 1914. 

. “ The reason I’ve come to^ Shrewsbury,” went 
on my strange friend, “ is just to fix up a few 
of these machines for those 'who are leaving: 
it’s very interesting looking into the past when 
one can do it, er the futxire either. Would* you 
care to come round the studies and see me fi& 
the thijigs up ? ” 

I was getting rather impressed with wlftt he 
said, but I thought I would put him to one 
further trial. “ Did you say you could jQok into 
the future?*” I asked. ^ Of course,” he, said. 
“And show me the future' too?” I went on': 
“ I would certainly believe in you if you could 
do that.” “ There is not the faintest diflSculty 
Tibout it,” he answered : “ would you cafe, for 
instance, to see what’s going to become of the 
people who i^re leaving now ? ” “Of course I 
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should,” I answer^! “it would.be rather ex- 
citing see what mey will hp like ten jfears 
hence.” “ All right,” swd he :• “ where would 
you like'to see tljem ? In Chapel ? or at Calling 
Over, perhaps ? ” “ Oh, CalliM Over,” said I : 
“ that’s a good idea. L|t’s h^e them out on 
the Scjuaje and make them come up and answer 
thfcir names and see if I recognize them.” “ Very 
well,” said he, “ just shut your eyes for a minute 
or two.” 

So I shut my eyes, and soon jkseemed to hear 
the ringing of the»beU and something like the 
tranf]pling of feet "outside. “ They are nearly 
ready,” said he, looking out through the window : 
“ iiV what order will you have them ? There are 
a few parsons among them, and *a doctor or two, 
’and a few soldiers, and some who look to be 
prosperous business men; would you like them 
to come up by professions or in School order f ” 
“ Well, School order will be best, I think,” I 
said. ^*Are they ready for me to come out 
noWT* “Nearly ready,” said he', “but there 
is just fine question before you go— What are 
you going to do about those who are absent ? ” 
“ Absent ? ” said I. “ Yes, absent,” said he ; 
“you can’t quite expect them all to be there 
after ten years, can you ? ” And then he looked 
at me, and I looked at him, and we neither of 
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iu> $poke for a minute, though the beii went on 
ringing. • “ Perhaps it woufd be safer stick to 
the past after all,” 1 said. And he nodded his 
head. “ Yes, you are all like th^t when it conjes 
to the point,” hjs said : “ let’s come along to Ae 
studies.” 

And the bell stopped ringing and*the^o^st^s 
died away, and ^ye went along to the rtudies, 
and as he went he was repeating to himself a line 
or two from something we Rave been reading in 
School this term ; 

“ I will deprive men of the foreknowledge of 
death which they possess at present. This pbwer 
’Prometheus has received my orders to take from 
them.” 

When we got* to the studies he went to the 
lockers of the people who were leaving jTnd began 
fixing Ijis little machines to their bookstand 
photographs and papers, and he kept up a con- 
versation with me all the time. “ Of course, a 
very simple machine does fos the ordinary people,” 
he said : “ it only just repeats * Floreat SJJlJpla 
and ‘ Play up, School ’ and possibly a linfe or two 
of the Carmen. Very simple, but I have known 
Jt prove quite useful in difficulties. Here’s some- 
thing a little bit more personal.” And he put 
it to my ear and I heard a lot of shouting and 
splashing {ind screaming ancf voices crying, ‘ Well 
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rowed, H«idroom •’ ^for, you aS^ it was in my 
own Hbuse). “ Thtf e is not much variety about 
the athletic records,” he went^on : “ sometimes 
it’s clapping and sometimes it’s cheering, and, of 
course, the names alter, but that’s all. The 
Ciiapel records are ratj^er m^re complicated; 
perha ps J^ot^d like to hear one of them.” And 
Ke ga,ve me a Prayer Book with which he had 
been busying himself. At first I could hear 
nothing at all except a noise of feet going up 
the aisle, and some indistinct sounds from the 
organ. And then there came a line or two of 
a Hymn, I think, h was * BGUs of the North,’ or 
perhaps ‘ Onward, Christian Soldiers.’ And then 
tljjsre came two or three sentences repeated over 
£ind over again with rather startling clearness ; 
‘ Ordaiilfed and commanded that one man should 
be helpful unto another, helpful unta another, 
hetpful unto another ; ’ ‘ ypur adversary the^ 
devil, like a roaring lion ; ’ ‘ made strong by 
faith* in Thee, strong by faith in Thee.’ 

Well, I never should have though^: he would 
have ftmembered those things,” I said, for of 
course I knew the boy whose Prayer Book I had 
bega holding. “ I wonder if he really will 
remember them for long.” “ Oh yes,” he said, 
“ it tabes a long time* to wear out these machines, 
but you’d be surprised what a funny mixture the 
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reodirds axe. A\ext or two of a.serMoti/ a line 
of a hyW, and vei^ often the* last 
i>ou * would expect.” “ But I suppose they 
:hoose what they like,” said I. Choose wh|t 
they like f ” said he : “ do you really think scf? 
SYell, try this.” ^And fie handed me^ a photo- 
^ph, and as I listened 1 heard a ^conversation 
tbopt three years old, and it wasn’t a c^^ersa- 
tion which I should like to repeat or you would 
:are to hear. “ Do you think he wants to 
remember that /* ” he said. “ Of course he 
doesn’t, but he wrill; he can fight it, but he 
:an*t forget, until the machinefss worn out ; *nd 
iliey last a long time, these machines of mine.” 
But I sat writh the photograjfh in my hand, 
thinking what he* would give to forget it, for I 
mew he had tried already and was trjdng still, 
md I suppose 1 can’t have looked very hapj^y, 
:or he said, “ Here’s something you’ll like better ; 
this is our combined record, and they all of them 
take this away.” And I listened to what he* gave 
me, and it was a funny mixture of a lot of sounds, 
rhere was the noise of the mowung-machine going 
in the summer, and the tap of the ball against 
the bat at the nets, and the trees waving abput 
n the wind, and the rooks shouting on the top 
3f them, and the sound of a Choir Practice coming 
From Chapel, and a few barling dogs here and 
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there;- and then there came «tfe noise of -the 
Schoolhdl and someKeet hurryinl; down Central, 
and the'' bell seemed to get louder and loud^ 
and the feet to get faster and* fastW, and then 
the Clock strudk, and with the noise of the old 
Qock stilly ringing in myjears I ^oke. 
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22, 1914. 


It was certainly a Recruiting Ofifce tn-arhich 
I found pyself. «There was no doubt 'about 
that. There were aU the usual posters on the 
wall — “ Your King and Country need you ” — 
and the appeals to the Young Men of Shrop- 
shire — all ending with God sa^ the King, ^d 
there was a man sitting at a desk in the corner 
busy entering some names in a book. Of course 
one is usually rather afraid of interrupting miti- 
tary people, but he looked kind-hearted, so I 
plucked up my courage to ask him a question 
or two. * 

“I beg your pardon,” I said, “but can you 
teU me how recruiting is getting on f I hear it 
hasn’t been gomg very fast ift Shropslure lajel]^’* 

“ Oh, I don’t know,” said he, putting down 
his pen. “ It’s pretty much as usual : seventy or 
eighty have come in from Shrewsbury tQfr<iay.” 

“ That’s rather good, isn’t it ? ” said 1. I 
suppose that comes from lQwering|the standard 
a bit?” 
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“ OE dear, no,” .said he : “*w* never lower our 
standasd ^ it^s been ^e same fox^generatioiv*”* 

And of course I knew tllat wash’t quite 
tr»e, but I was too polite to* contradict him. 
So I simply ?aid, “ And what about these 
recruits were they good specimens, do you' 
think?” 

“ Oh yesjl think so,” said he : “ I don’t know 
that they were specially clever, but they all seem • 
pretty keen, and I think they will learn their 
business. Anyhow, their hearts are in the right 
place.” 

I» thought this* was rather an unprofessional 
way of looking at it, but after all it was his office 
and not mine, so I decided to change the subject. 
“*I suppose what’s wanted,” 1 said, “'is some- 
thing like an invasion to quicken things up ? If 
the enemy was in the country people would soon 
se6*the need.” * 

hfy dear man,” said he, “ the enemy’s in the 
country right enough. We got a poster out 
about that years and! years ago.” .And he handed 
me a copy in which my eye caught the words, 

“ Your adversary, like a roaring lion, is going 
about seeking whom he may devour.” It seemed 
to me a little profane, though I didn’t like to 
say so. So I only asked another question. 

“ I suppose you* mean Spies by that ? And, 
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oicouiraes, 1 qwte agree with jpu : the wayihese 

^*iS»d tfica he Surst out laughing. ** Oh no, I 
dadn’t mean Gerhaans,” he said ; “ and I-wotidei 
what you think we’ve been talHfig about all tlSis 
time ? ” 

** Why, recruiting,” Ikid I. 

** Oh yes, recruiting,” said he, “ ljut fecruiting 
what for ^ ” 

“ Why, the British Army, gf course,” said I. 

“Gh, that’s where the mistake comes in,” said 
he ; “ this isn’t only a local office ; I am the 
Recording Angel making up •my books, ar^ I 
was just putting down the names of ‘those who 
were Confirmed this morning.”* 

1 was rather indignant, thinking I had b^n 
made a fool of, so 1 said : “ I don’t think- you 
ought to mislead one by putting up all those 
placards about ‘ Your King and Country ifleed 
you,’ and the rest of them.” 

“ Oh, come,” said he : that’s your dwa^iaijlt^ 
You are ^ways singing hy^s about ha;dng|,a 
greater King and a better Country somewhere 
sdse, and you can’t blame us for having supposed 
you meant it.” , 

1 didn’t quite know what the answer to ^t 
was, so I thought I would* rather make a bold 
attmnpt to change the subject again. *‘ l should 



'THE RECRUITING OFFICE 

rather like to asi 7cm one or thingl about 
Confii^ation,” I .sakl : ** does it really do, any 
good ? A lot of people say it doesn’t.'*’ 

He looked about among the pupers on his desk, 
anS when he had found what he was lo<^ng for 
he said : You said you Jbxew idl about recfuit- ' 
ing ; so t^ me whether Chis oath does any gOod 
to a recrait-*- 

. . . . swear by Almighty God that I will , 
be faithful and bear true Allegiance to His 
Majesty King George the Fifth, His Heirs and 
Successors, and that I will, as in duty bound, 
honestly and faitl^uUy defend His Majesty, His 
Heirs an(i. Successors, in Person, Crown, and 
dignity against all enemies, and will observe and 
obey all orders of His Majesty, His H-eirs and 
Successors, and of the Generals and Officers set 
over me. So help me God.’ ” 

‘i,Of course it, does,” I answered at dhce ; “ a 
fellow must be the better for saying a thing like 
that — at least, of course, he is if he means it. If 
rhe doesn’t mean it f don’t suppose it would do 
him any good: in < fact, he might evcin be the 
worse for taking it like that. I suppose you 
can’t say whether he is the better or not,” I 
ended rather lamely ; ‘‘ it depends on him.” 

“ Just so,” said the. Recording Angel, smiling ; 
it’s just the same^with our oath too; it can’t 



$2 SttHJ£l^S»UKY 

do .an^ one good to' tell lies, '^he^er Ke 
to Gfod or to mtn*..” 

But ‘a lot df the best people aren’t con- 
firmed,” I wen% on : “I know quite a lot of 

awfully good people who ” 

“ My good ftllow,” ^e interrupted^**’ do you 
really suppose that tke British Army at the 
present / moment consists of all the best young 
men in the country ? I haven’t the least "doubt 
that thousands of the people who look on at 
football matches are far superior to a lot of 
people who’ve joined : you don’t join the Army 
because you feel good, but because you want to 
do your duty.” ^ “ 

“ Well, a lot of people have, told me,” I said, 
“ that they never felt at ail the better for jt j 
they go on having just as many difficulties as 
before, and they don’t always conquer them by 
any means.” 

“ The other day,” said he, “ a recruit came to 
his Colonel after a month and complained'bitterly 
that his chest hadn’t got nny bigger, ahd that^ 
he wasn’t any taller than whwi he started.* And ' 
do you know what the Colonel said ? ” * 

“ No,” said I. 

“ Nor do I,” said the Recording ‘Angel'! “ I 
made rather a point of fprgetting, for I think 
that the Colonel was qui^e right to lose his 
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temper, but* the main point of hiti remailca Vas 
that if^ the* recruit tllbught the British Army* 
existed for the sake of widening his chest ‘he 
mad^ a considerable mistake. He added that 
he was under the impression that the yovpg man 
had joined ijhe Army to try>and sefve his icountry 
and not to improve his oMTn physique, ^nd that 
if he couldn’t^ grasp that idea the sooner he 
cleared but of it the better.” 


“ Yes, I see that,” s^iid I, “ but surely it doesn’t 
all depend on what a fellow does for himself ; he 
does get some good out of it, doesn’t h« ? What 
is this^Spirit we hear such a lot about ? ” 

The Angolrwas just going to answer me when 
there was the sound of a bugle in th; distance 
and "he changed his mind. “.Com; to the 
.wiiidow foi; a minute,” said he ; “ ii ’s a hard 
thing to put into words, and seeing’s believing, 
you know.” And* he drew aside the blind and 
we looked out into the night. 

I wonder if you remember what hi ppened to 
Eiigha’s .servant when *the prophet t» ’ayed that 
ilis eyes ^ould be opened. I thinl lie must 
have uttered that prayer about me, fo • I saw, as 
he did, that, the mountain was full of horses 
and cHariots of fire round about. Apd what I 
saw, of course, I can’t describe, for ij has been 
described once for all m the Book of t e Revela- 
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^a*ol St. ikt Divine— but there .were the 

‘tUiaies in be^en on whit^ Worses, clothed in fine 
linen, ^hite aild clean. And there w;is a banner 
at the he'ad <rf the whole Army, and I ^on*t 
imagine you will need to be ttdd what that Was — 
but I read the motto beneath it, /and it- was 
‘ Greater Love hath *00 man than this, that a 
man lay down his life for his friends.’* But there 
were banners, itoo, ■with other inscripfions on 
them, and as I was looking^ at them, “ There go 
the local regiments,” said the Angel : “ they’ll 
interest you.” And I saw the banner vwth the 
words on it, ‘ Thy need is* greater than ^mine,’ 
and side by side ■with it one ■with a»picture of a 
wounded officer dragging a soldier into a narrow 
trench and pitting him in the only plaoe of 
safety. 

“What jolly things those soldiers do,” the 
Angel’said over my shoulder : I sometimeajihink 
they have the best of both worlds. -You know 
what your own Shropshire poet says abbut.them, 
•or rather about the S3rd— 

^ To skies that knit th^ heartstrings rifht^ 

To fields that bred them brave, 

The saviours come not home to-night : 

Themselves they could not save,^ 

But you mustn’t forget .the rest, all the same.” 

And as 1 looked wher^ he pointed I. ;aw a 
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crowd 'of* civiEaiM, I doctors suA lawyers^ and 
parson?, men and women, masters andjboys^ all 
marching on with their heads ii^ the^same direc- 
tion*, and right at the tail of the procession I saw 
a small company of people, somo of whose faces *' 
I thoughi^I could recognise. 

“ Yes, ^y, are the recruits,” he said ; “ they 
hayen’^ got their uniforms yet nor their rifles 
either, but they are learning to keep step. It’s 
a good tune to march to, that tune of Sullivan’s ; ” 
and he hummed a bar or two of ‘ Onward, 
Christian Soldiers.’ • 

“ And now,” he said, shutting the window 
and turning round on me, “ I can’t tell you 
how much God does for them or how much 
they have to do for themselves, but I know that 
that whole Army has one spirit in it, and I 
think I know Whose Spirit it is, and I know 
that**a man or a boy is never the same when he 
has sworn to belong to that company and tried 
to Ve" worthy of it, for»it is the Blessed Company 
of all Faithful People.” 
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1915- 

If you sit up long ^enough at night looking 
over examination papers until fouf brain ii 
thoroughly muddled and then go out' fot j 
walk you ate likely to hear $ome strange things 
aitd that was perhaps how I came the other night 
to overhear a conversation between the Trees anc 
the River. The biggest of t^e Elms was t^lkin^ 
at the moment, and by standing n«ar the East 
end of the Chapel I was able to hear both sides 
The Elm was evidently in a very bad tertipei 
and rustled a good deal as it spoke^ but there 
was no, doubt at all about the general drift of it! 
remarks. 

“ I hate the end of the Summer term,” ii 
said ; “ it always seems to^ rain then, and l„^at( 
rain. I suppose, by the way, I oughtn’t to sa) 
that, as the rain must be a kind of r^elation oi 
yours.” 

“ Oh, please don’t apologize,” sai,d the River 
“ as a matter of fact the raindrops might he saic 
to be children of mine, and I feel that I oughi 
really to apologize for having such a large»iamily 

36 
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But ycM know wb^t^hUdren tbejr’re alvtip 
coming Back and' dropping Just when* jone 
doesn’t expect them.” 

• Well, I’m sorry,” said the Elm, ** and I don’t ^ 
want to hurt any one’s feelings, ^ut it’s no jood 
denying *t, I do hate the rain. It gets inti » my 
system, and it rots my bAinches and they fal I off, 
and then “I shall die. I shall die, do you hei r ? ” ‘ 
it went on excitedly, waving its branches to and • 
fro. 

“ I’m sure everybody will be very sorry v^hen 
that happens,” said the River politely. 

“^orry? not they,” said the Elm bittelly; 

“ there’s itothing more unjust than the ^ /ay 
people treat Elms : they like them to grow < Id, 
arfd then they blame them when their boujhs 
fall off, and say it’s their fault. Why, I heai d a 

poem some boy was repeating the other jday- - 

• 

^ Elm she hateth mankind and waiteth 
Till every gust is laid 
To drop a limb on the head of him 
That anyways trusts her shade/ 

Just as we were* to blame for it ! And thka 
when we die of old age they say we’re rotKn 
and don’t even give us a decent funeral. Wny, 

I saw some oak being brought in the other Aay 
from another part of* the coimtry to be buried 
in qsffte a nice house they had built for it ; jand 
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wlbt’ii it ever |cyie tot tE^^pjace, I should like 
mifpmi ? But I’m gone» I, who Save been 
a credit to the place for diirty years, » nobody 
will ever give me Another thought.” . • 

I’m sure you are not right there,” said tfie 
River ; “ you wiU live in people’s memofies for 'a 
long time, and surely tlfat’s a kind of life worth 
having, isn’t it ? ” “ • ^ 

• But the Elm only rustled indignantly, and the 
River went on by way of changing the subject, 
** I should have thought you’d have disliked the 
Winter more : surely there’s more rain then.” 

“ That only shows you’ve never had a leai on 
you,” answered the Elm. “ But it isn’t only the 
rain that makes me hate July, it’s the way these 
boys talk. I heasd two of them at it the oth&r 
day. They go moping about the plage saying, 
‘ Five y^ars is a long time, isn’t it ? One hates 
leaving a place after four or five years.’ Four, 
or five years indeed, and I’ve been here three 
hundred ! What do they know about it ?. . Bujc, 
of course, you can’t appreciate that : you.never 
stay in any place more than a minute together, so 
naturally you can’t understand what one feels ! ” 

“ Oh, I don’t quite know about ^t,” said 
the River ; “ of course in one sense I’m tdWys 
going, but then in another sense I’m always here, 
and sometimes I feel that I am rather molt like 
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tlie bo)^ &aa 70U. |re» if 7oa«^n*t mind ’a^y 
8»)ring'lBa4 1 know it’s ratker aotlfusin^ at &rst, 
but IVe had a long time to think oyer it. You 
see,* from one point of view fh^ don’t really 
go when they leave any more tljjui I doj there 
is a great* deal of them that stays bdund : in fact, 
really you might say the^ never go till they die, 
and I^doift much think that they altogether go 
then — at least, the best of them don’t. I know 
my waters come back to me somehow, but that’s 
Science and I never did understand that, and I 
know I’m always here however far I go, and that 
sounds like Metaphysics which is harder still. 
Of course this is all rather beyond me, and 
I am afraid it inust sound very confused to 
you. 

The Rjyer waited for an answer, but none 
came from the Elm, which was only muimuring 
^tker sulkily, Sb the River went on talking 
without^ appearing to notice its rudeness. 

“ Aud so I always rather sympathize with them 
when they are leaving, and want to try to explain 
to them ihat they aren’t really leaving the place 
even when they think they are. I tried once to 
make^a song to sing to them as they drove over 
the Bridge for the last time, but I couldn’t get 
on with it very far because it was in such a 
difficilft metre. It began somehow like this — 
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l^m k endd^ 
^That caa^t be mended 
Hojr time extended 
To keep you here, 
So be forgivinf 
As off you’re driving, 
^And hear me giving* 
This word of cheer/ 


You see it toas a very difficult metro, and the 
rhlymes didn’t go quite right at the endy so I 
tried again the other day and I hope this is just 
a little better. Anyhow the* rhymes are pretty 
well all right, I think, and I know the sentiment’s 
good, though I can’t say much for the poetrv. 


‘ From mountains famed in story 
And upland vales I flow, • 
And gather grace and glory 
With every league I go, 

But I, who ‘flow for ever, 

Am still the same great river. 


Through gloomy days and merry, 
Through hours of sun and rain, 

By bridge and ford and ferry 
I pass, yet still remaifl : 

Though all may change, the river ^ ^ 
Flows on, the same for ever. 

And you whose days are dpne here, 
Take heart of grace and say, 

* Things faithfully begun here 
Pass not with us away ; ’ 

Then make an end of grieving 
There’s no such thin&r as leavine ! 
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Aid as my sons and daughte^ 

• In mist and ^nd and rain, ^ , 

From ocean^ migh^ waters t 

Return to me again, 

The dead you mourn for go piot 
* But live in ways you know not, 

* Though here their days be over, 

From worlds beycy;id our ken 
Their homing spirits hover 

• Rdhnd Shrewsbury again. 

Brave spirits, imregretful, 

Remembered, nor forgetful. 

• 

All who for Right have striven 
And all who died to save 
Have founcLthe gift they’d given 
And saved the life they gave : 

Th^n make an end of sighing, 

For such there is no dying I ’ 

•• 

*“ Of course I don’t profess to be certain," said 
the Rlvei;, “ but at any rate that’s wh« it looks 
like to me.” It paused for an answer, out none 
^Msne from the*Elm, and when I wen^to bed 
the River was still singing the song to«^itself. 
PerMpS it is singing it still. 
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November 21 , 1915 * 

I IMAGINE that the place must* hSve Ji’e^ 
somewhere near the coast ’ as they say nowa- 
days — ^perhaps near Southampton^ but you know 
how confused the scenery is in dreams, and as I 
"hai^ never been to Southampton in my life, of 
course I can’t be sure but an;^ow there I was, 
in charge of a draft of about seventj^ men with 
instructions to hand them over to the officer 
who would see about their embarkation. As most 
-of you know, I am not a great expert in military 
aSairs, s(^ that it is quite likely that I have some 
of the details rather wrong, buf anyhow I had- 
managed to get them into some sort of forma- 
tion — ^tvro deep, I think they^ were — ^and atatbd- 
ing pretty steady, before the officer appe ared on 
the scene. I was too much flustered ai»||st. to 
notice what he looked like, but I saluted as well 
as I could and waited for his instructions. “ So 
this is the Shrewsbury draft,” said he : “ of course 
you have got all the necessary papers about 
' them ? ” T did not quite ’’know vtrhat ^ese 
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papers were, but I fllanagl^d to'^convey itu; 
pressiofl t^at everything that vws possible had 
been done in the way of training. ‘'‘Right,” 
.said «he,. “ then I need only jifSt have a brief 
inspection ; only Aeir hearts and ^yes, I think.” 
T*T)egan' to say something about their havingt 
passed their medical exahxination, but he had 
alread;^ b^d walking down the ranks and I 
followed him, looking as intelligent as I could. 

The first part of* the inspection did not take 
very long. He had in his hand a small clear 
pebble which he turned on to each man as he 
passed- it g^ve out a bright light which seemed 
to show hinf all that he wished to see. Once or 
twice he stopped rrather longer before some par- 
tichlar man, but on the whole the inspection 
seemed ktisfactory. And when he had been all 
down the ranks he turned to me with a smile : 
‘^Sfes, not bad,” ‘he said, “ on the whola The 
hearts aren’t always very big; I daresay you’ve 
noticed .one or two fellows in thh second rank 
whose hea rts j vere only about the size of a pea, 
and hardi^oo; you could almost kear them 
rattle as you looked at them. But most of them* 
are quite the usual size, and 1 think they are all 
in the right place at present. Let’s hope and 
pray they’ll stay there,” he added, almost under 
his br&th. 
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'** 1 1% jpar^ si^’’ said I, “but IVe 
a|^i^ir^ wonderedtwhat that phrase exac|;iy trffeant — 
* His healths in the right place ’ — would you mind 
fi^ng me jiist v^at it does mean 7 ” 

“ Well, where ought a manSe heart to be I ” 
said he : “I have known them in verf queSr 
places. Some people lifeep them in their purses, 
and some in their pockets, and ^me on their 
sleeves. But, of ‘course, none of those things 
happen very often with boys i they are more apt 
to have them on the colours they wear, or the 
prizes they get, and sometimes even on the food 
they eat ; and I have even Snown one oi^ two 
who kept their hearts in a pig-sty-^set on the 
husks that the swine did eat, as the parable says.” 

“ Yes, sir,” said I, “ I know what the wrohg 
places are, but what’s the right place fpr a man’s 
heart 7 ” But he only smiled at me and said 
half to^himself, “ Set your affections on things 
above and not on things on the earth . . . f^ 
where your treasure is, there will your Ixeast be 
also.” . 

“ Now, then, for the eyes,” Said h^T'^of course 
we’ve got to take two things into consideration, 
what they’ve seen already and what they’re look- 
ing for,” I did not like to adc for anoth^ ex- 
planation, but he saw that I was puzzled and 
went on : “ It’s auite simple, iost the* same 
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principie Is photogfiphyA The negtitive sham 
you t&ng upsi^ down and j:hen you revertfe 
it, and this machine of mine works cm exactly 
the ‘Same principle.” I had no dcJubt that it 
was really as simple as he said, but as I have 
never iJhderstood in the least how a photogta{^« 
works I was not surprised that I failed to follow 
what he tneiint. So down the ranks he went 
again with what looked like a small camera in his 
hand, which he turned on to the eyes of each 
man as he passed. And when that was over, 
“Now,” said he, “we will take this lot firjt; 
this^hows us whal they’ve seen to-day.” As he 
spoke he was sorting them into two or three 
heaps. There was one that he tossed me over 
t6 look at : “ Not much of a .thing, that, for a 
fellow to„be seeing on his Confirmation Day,” 
he said. And I looked* and it was nothing but a 
^eanfused picture of a few other people, sdine with 
their hair not brushed quite as well as that of 
thevtijers, some looking rather shy and awkward, 
and a vague blur o^ parents and relations in the 
backgro\jnd. ' ' 

“Thant' Heaven there aren’t many of them 
like that,”, said he : “ this is a commoner kind.” 
AndThe showed me a picture of a boy on his knees 
with his face hidden, with the Bishop’s hahds 
raised for a moment in blessing over his Bead. 
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Tliat’s not a bad tjfing to have seen to-daj^,” 
hn gaid. And %lmost all tlie rest seetaed’ to be 
like .tbatf But just as he was speaking a change 
came over his face and he picked one photogra|>h 
from the rest. I could make nothing out of»it 
at first, but tfien I was just able to /ee veiy 
faintly the hem of a bioidered robe and a hand 
stretched out to touch it. “ Yes,” s'&id*my visitor, 
“ there are some v^o have seen the Vision.’^ He 
had drawn himself up as an q^cer does when he 
hears the National Anthem, and he added very 
gravely, “ For she said within herself, * If I may 
but touch the hem of His g’arment I sh^ be 
made whole.* 

“ And now for what they sea of the future,” 
he went on in anpther tone. “ I am glad to sle 
they most of them look forward to trou|;>le ahead ; 
it’s rather silly, after all,* for a man to think he 
is goin^to get out of danger and difficulty for 
the future when he is really going to the Front. * 
There are one or two who seem to think s^l their 
troubles are over, but they will find oui;, their 
mistake soon enough, poor fdlowsT^'^en they 
are once across the water. Well, well*,” he went 
on, rising to his feet, “ I’ll take them qp now and 
march them down to the ship. You can trust 
me to look after them : after all, ships are a bit 
in my line, you know.” 
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And that ma<{e mn pi^t a question tlAt ,had 

been^n my lips forborne time.* I beg pa^cm> 

sir,” I said, “ but I do know your faceidoDi’t I ? 

Haven’t I seen you in a stained glass ^jnndow at 

some school or other, put there to loot after the 

boys ? *, Lower Ohapel at Eton, wasn’t jit' ? ” 

“ Yes, yes,” he said, “,that’s all righJ, Nicholas 

is my naije ;,boys or ships, they both jcome alike 

to me. I like all fresh open-air thin® like that. 

Good-bye, I’ll look after them all right : you’d 

better stay here ; 1 expect you’ll help the noise 

they make when the ship goes oflE.” 

So I stayed behind, and waited abd thought 

and^ried ^o say a prayer or two. .ind after a 

bit, sure enough, the noise came u > from the 

harbour as the people began to cheer when the 

great ship got under way. And whether it was 

really the"cheering or the hymns that llhad heard 

ill the morning I can’t be sure, but soWhow all 

.the noise fitted itself in my head tola kind of 

tune, and these were the words I seemed to hear ; 
* ‘•1 
I knOvV a great many of them are richer tags 

from btl^^r *^places, but, after all,* you| mustn’t 

expect t5ocauch in a dream — 

« Now the time of training’s over and the lesson’s ^rnt and 
•done, ^ 

Trtil7 l^rnt or half forgotten time will show ; 

New adventures lie before you in the life to-day beghn, 

Foi you’re bound where every soldier wants to go\ 
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’ Now Sbc timt has come up/n yon when your <»wrv 
anideed ^ 

' lAe true metal im the furnace will be tried : 

Ko more«time to talk and teach you, — ^no more time and 
little needy * 

As the troopship liangs a-swinging in the tide. 

Will you taste the sudden glory of a battle in the light 

With your friends to stand in honour by yout side ? 

Or a dreary lonely struggle through the dim inglorious night 

With no comrade there to tell us how yon^died ? 

Even there shall God be with you ! — ^now the cheering dies 
away, * 

We can hardly see you waving from the side, 

But ycTur friends will not forget youj^ nor your gallant hopes 
to-day 

^ As the troopship goes a-swinging down the tide. 

• 

When it’s weary in the trenches and you’re sick and f|Ut of 
heart. 

When your home is far, and honour but a name, 

When necessity comes on you and you’re called to play your 
part, c 

You’ll remember what you are and whence you came : 
You’ll remember those who t^red for you, th® words they 
tried to say. 

And fheir hopes for you, their love and faith and pride. 

And you’ll pay the debt of honour that you promised on ^ 
the day 

When the troonshio went a-swinmni? down the tide.”. 
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July 23, 1916, 

Of course buildings will not talk much when 
boys’ afe about : it is not to be expected that 
they should : they ^y a good deal when every 
one is in school, or after locking-up. But the 
time they like best is a Sunday evening in 
summw just before Chapel. It’s the quietest 
time in the whole year : the only sound is that 
which comes from the choir in Chapel, and there’s 
never any one about but me, and they seem to 
have got used to that, so that they do not mind 
talking in my presence. * 

And so I wasn^t surprised, this eveniilg, to 
hear a conversation going on at that time between 
the Darwin Buildings and the Armoury : I wasn’t 
surprised^ but I was a good deal pleased, for I 
knew that they^hadn’t always been on the best 
of terms. 'Phere had been a dispute about a 
footpath which had put things very crooked 
between them; and, besides that, it’s rather a 
test of friendship to ha%e to live so close together 
ior so long, with nevef a chance of moving. 
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. Alid so, 1 say, 1 ms 'very glad to hear the 
>Danvin Biuldisigs s^y in ^hite a frijmcUy tone : 
“ ^d ^ow do you think the war is going i ” 
The Armoury was evidently pldased. “ Oh, 
quite well, I tlunk,” it said, “ though the casualty* 
lists are bad reading. I seldom have *thSt. old 
song of the Shropshir|s out of my head, when 1 
see these people out on parade 

‘ Aiid«you will list the bugle 
That blows in lands of morn, 

And make the foes of England 
Be sorry you were born. 

And you till trump of doomsday 
On lands of morn nofey he, 

And make the hearts of comrades 
Be heavy when you die.^ 

It’s pretty nearly literally true* nowadays,” enjded 
the Armoury with a sigh. 

“ Do you know,” said the DarwiVi Buildings, 
“ I have a confession to make. I used to think 
you were a bit of a pro-German ; no doubt it w^s 
very stupid, but in old days ‘ blood and iron ’ 
seemed rather too Prussian for my tafcte. It’s 
very differeht now.” 

Tire Armoury laughed tolerantly.^ “Well, I 
must say your conversion’s been pretty com- 
plete ! And I can’t say too much of the way 
you’ve been helping us. Not but what,” it went 
on, “ I’m not at all sure ‘you aren’t spo^ng the 
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game. ‘A^oplanes ane all very v^ydl, though what 
Stonewall Jacbon or the Duke Would have made 
of them I can’t imagine. But when.it comes to 
> gas and liquid fire and all that, T sometimes wish 
you’d left it aloife. It’s illogical, I know, and 
we gave the whole case away when we took to 
guns; but somehow a man and a horse and a 
swQjrd.seenS the right things to make a battle 
out of ; and when I think of an old scientific man 
who couldn’t mareh a mile making all 'these 
devilish inventions, I confess I •wish you’d kept 
out of it. But thaj’s just like converts ; they’re 
alwayswinclined to overdo it.” 

I must own that I was a little nervous when I 
heard this, for I ‘was not at all sure how the 
Darwin Buildings would take it. ’But to my great 
relief it didmot seem at ajl put out. 

“ Perhaps my conversion isn’t quite as. com- 
plete as all that^” 1* said, smiling ; “ after all, this 
is an exceptional war, isn’t it ? ” “ Exceptional,” 

said the Armoury, “ h should just think it was ! 
Why, I .don’t jjappose that there’s ever been a 

set of peopl^Jjke the Germans, so completely ” 

“ Quite so, quite so,” said the Darwin Buildings, 
“ but |hat wasn’t exactly what I meant. It’s 
the of this war that seems to me so different 
to any of the others, aild that’s why I’m so keen 
on it.” * “ I don’t set what you’re driving at,” 
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the Amotyy. *’ jviy*»<iea ot Object of 
BiEd ynt is to beat the Germans^, and w^hen I 
think — “ That’s just it,” said Ahe Darwin 
Buildings, “ I d6n’t think you think enough. • The • 
object of the war is to finish *war altogethw ; I 
don’t say we shall do it this time, but that’s what 
we’re after. We’ve got to make this war as deadly 
and as desperate and as final as we*kn&w ho;w,.and 
then at last people will know how absurd it is.” 

Now, no one likes hearing^his profession called 
absurd : and I wasn’t surprised to see that the 
Armoury was getting a littk rii^ed; but it kept 
its temper nobly. “ I daresay it seeing very 
absurd to you,” it said; “I’m ffot a superior 
person. I can’t say I see anything very absurd 
in a man going ‘and doing what he’s told, to Iielp 
his country at the risk^of his life. It’s generally 
thought rather fine. I know I’d rather have a 
son of mine dead with his wdunds in front in a 
war like this, than have him a learned studeht 
in a laboratory.” 

“ Oh, my dear fellow," said tljg JJarwin fund- 
ings, “ don’t misunderstand me; goursc I feel 
that as much as you. We’ve had our losses too : 

Haven't i xi«ia tnem on my.Jcnee, 

Haven’t I laughed^to see them growing. 

As likely lads as well could be, 

Handsome, and bra^, and not too knbwimr ? ' 
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“ OJr, I do know dl that* But it’s* the waste I 
mindl ’ Sttrely we’ve got a chance after this of 
starting fresh again, and of getting a little fkibre^ 
sense into the world. Fighting •*> a silly business ^ 
when all’-s said and done. What we have got to 
do is to ‘ let the ape and tiger die ’ out of us, as 
Tennyson says.” 

TTie AimoCiry chuckled. “ And do you re- 
member what Bishop Creighton said ? ” it asked. 

“ He said that, when you have got the ape and 
tiger out of people there still remains in them 
the donkey, a i^uch more stubborn animal.” • 

“ Quite so,” sai<f the Darwin Buildings, “ that 
is just what*I say : people fight because they’re' 
donkeys, and they are donkeys because they 
aren’t educated:-' and they aren’t educated be-’ 
'cause we dpn’t believe in education. Now if the 
people of this country* were only scientifically 
trained they’d know there were better things to 
'do than fighting. Fancy wasting our best brains 
wherr fh^re are countless things crying out to be 
done at home^ why if I had my way and people 
wotdd lismn to me we’d make a new country of 
it. A -hedlhy and happy place, instead of one 
where 125 children out of every ipoo die before 
they are one, and three-quarters of the people 
live on the verge of starvation.” 

” GB, come,” 8aid»the Armoury, ” that’s rather 
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•iron^. YouVe jgot .your ^ientifically* ‘gained 
lUtion in Germany, and how do you hjte the 
results? ’Give me our old Public SchocJs after 
all. Fd rather have Edward Grey than Beth- 
mann-Hollweg any day of th» week : we Hall 
told me that the Headmaster said that pe other 
day, and I thought it* very good sense. Why, 
what is the object of education ? 

And then a Strange thing happened! I dare- 
say you’ve noticed that a question h:e pat is 
always sure to be answered by every one , whether 
he’s qualified or not ; and the^ beg in a rare 
medley of sound — old proverbial phrase 3 bodied 
about so that one could hardly detach Ithe sense 
from the sound. • \ 

“ A sound mind in a sound body,” uaid the 
fives courts, and the cricket field sajd, r‘ Hear, 
hear ! ” “ Train the eye and the hand,” said 
the carpenter’s shop. “ Study Nature,” kid the 
museum. “ Cleanliness is next to Godliness,”'* 
murmured the baths. “ R^le, Britannia’ V cried 
the flagstaff •, “ what was good enough ior our 
fathers is good enough for us !'” \s ^ din died 
down, I heard a voice which hadn’t spoken, baore. 
“ I know Fm very young,” said the Moser Build- 
ings, “ but, after all, Fve had a long time\to 
think it over while Fve Jjeen btqlding, andXl 
should like to say a word oi two. You’fe boti 
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so fit as I lean see— ani^I doa^t 
like hearing people quarrel when ther^^ not])ihg^ 
to quarrel about — but there's the jChapel bell 
beginning, and the boys will be con^g past in a/ 
mipute *. I’d rather keep my i^s till ’ nes^ 
Sunday.” 


jMly 30, 1916. 

“ As I was saying,” said the iMoser Buildings,^ 
“ youVe both right* in a way, and yet you’re both 
wrong: I know that’s an irritating thing to say, 
but one gets to be broad-minded if one has to 
do wkh a library and sees all thVdifferent kinds 
of things there are to be learnt^ the world. 
And my idea is ’that Beauty is thXthine that 
.mattem.” 

The Armoury and th^ Darwin Buildin^vwere 
plainly a little suspicious. “ I don’t know inh(h 
^ about Art,” saidT the latter, “ and I can’t say 1, 
see it has much to do with it. Both I and my 
friend* here are plain*people, and in our diflEerent 
ways '^e both want to get things’ done; we 
haven’t tb^s^i^ime to spend on considering whether 
things look pretty.” 

^ T&e Moser Bu^dixigs contain a library, reading-n^^ 
and picture gallery: Philomathes and Pdumathes Sit& two 
stone figures o^ Tudor schoolboys copied from thoseyon the 
Old SAool in the towm and representing, it is th^ught^ I 
l^y when he comes and me same boy when he leayg( 
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Ah i ’’ said t^‘Mo8er ftjulding^ ‘iil se^-you 
iii^V of Beaut/ in the narrow sense. I don’t 
iflean that, though it’s a good thing in its way. 
But there’s Beaufy in a scientific experiment, Isn’t 
there? You know a lot bett^ than I, do ‘the 
splendid neatness and precision with which your 
people work. And there’s Beauty in soldiering, 
too, though 'it’s of a different ^nd? I don’t 
mean the Beauty of equipment ; the Household 
Brigade charging on foot at Y^res were far, more 
beautiful than they’d ever been on parade.’.’ . 

“ Oh, that’s all right,” s§id, the Armoury, 
appreciably mollified, “ but it doesn’t seam to 
get us much forrarder. Supposing we are all 
after Beauty, where is it to be found ? ” 

“ Well,” said the Moser Buil&ings, “ there are 
two people whom I’ve^had to do with lately 
who’ve taught me a lot about it, and they happen 
to represent your two professi(Jns : one’s Philip 
Sidney, and the other’s Darwin. You’djbe sur- 
prised to know how those two get on together ; 
and yet it’s not so very surprising gfter alls One 
gave his life for his country, and thejgither gave 
his to the world; but the point is that they 
both ga/ve their lives for a cause they thought good. 
Tliey -both cared about truth more than any- 
thing else, and they neither of them despised 
small things. Sidney didn’t despise the common 
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soldier, )iui Darwii^ didn’t despise %he common 
earthworm; and that’s why they both made 
names that will live for ever. Love the Truth; 
and give yourself for it— that’e what Beauty is^ 
and Education ■stneans knowing Beauty when- 
ever and wherever you see it, and being ready to 
give your life for the cftuse. That’s what thejt 
try ^o teich'them here, and always have done. 
Ask these young gentlemen standing outside; 
they’jre always ready to talk about their, school- 
days— rather nonsense it is sometimes, but they’re 
nice boys. V^at do you think, Philomatbes ? 
Is tlnere anything you can say about what you 
learnt at school ? ” 

Philomathes was evidently delighted to have 
a chance of talking. “ Of cousse I can,” said he, 
“ there aye a lot of old school songs I could 
repeat to you if you li^e ; of course they were in 
oldish English, but I’ve brought them up to date. 
There’s a nice one tlu^t begins — 

‘ When I first went*to school, I was stupid and silly ; 

Boll little j learnt, but I learnt willy-nilly. . . 

“ Oh, nSnsense,” said the Moser Buildings, 
“ that’s jufit swagger ; you know you were always 
a very industrious little boy, though you pretend 
to be ashamed of it. . Let’s have something else.” 
“ 'Hiere’s rather «a nice Qne,” 9aid Philomathe% > 
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** the schoq} as a whole : it’s rather* long, 

‘ }^u won’t xnind that. 

• 

* For gome the rule of a lord they love, 

And for gome of a prince they fear, 

But |or us the rule of a single scfiool 
Si|fiice the hour that brought us here. 

For We bowed that daj to the sovereign sway . • 

“ Oh, v/i Jcnow all that,” said* the Moser 
. Buildings, “ let’s'get more into detail.” 

“ I’n\ sorry you don’t care for that,”^ said 
Philomathes, “ there are some nice bits later on. 

^ At work and game, as the seascgis oame, 

Our crowns we laid at her feet,’ 


and 


‘ She sends us ^prth to South antiiJJorth, 

We range to East and West — ’ 

wouldn’t you like that ? 

“ No, no,” said the Moser Buildings, “ it’s 
all right, but it’s all so dreadftdly commqpplace^ 
I must ask your brother.” “ He’s not * my 
brother,” said. Philomathes, grinniijg, “ he’<s only 
me grown older.” “ Older and wiser^ hope,” 
said the Moser Buildings. “ Now then, HPolu- 
mathes, can you tell us any more^bou^ it? 
You’re called a learned fellow; what was it you 
learnt at school ? ” 

Polumathes seemed to be thinkii^ hard. ' 
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“ verjr ’^fe|8f to^tdl you,’* he said at 

IffiOgtK, **perlxaps it wodid be*simpler if l*6aag 
you a Kttle song I’ve made up about it. * it’l 
‘not»very good, I know, but it’* all* true so far aa 
it goes.’^ He clmred his throat and began ; the 
tune was one I didn’t know, but he sang with 
great conviction — 


“ There it one great rule that is taught at school 
To every Christian man ; 

Nay, Infidel, Heretick, Jew, and Turk 
Know one commandment they may not shirk, 

And that is the law that a boy must work 
If he’d 4De « learned man. 

And tSe second rule that is taught at school 
To everji Christian man 
Is to seek to truth wherever it lies, 

For truth i^^s that mdse make^us wise, 

And truth is the light that lightens the eyes 
Of every learned man. 

There’a a Ihird great rule that they taught at school. 

And this is the way it ran : 

*To fight for the things that a man loves most, 

And to give his life, not counting the cost. 

For a life so given is a life well lost^, , 

Saith'ever^ learned nian. 

These be the rules that are taught in schools 
Since first my days began ; 
learn to serve ere you learn to rule, 

Not to serve yourself, but to serve the school : 

And ke that kee|feth dhem not is a fool, 

As I am a learned man ! ” 
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, " Bravo,’** cried th^ AmjoTuy, good 

ttmt ; I agtee -mth every word of it.” * The 
*t>arwin Buildings was not quite so enthusiastic. 
** It sounds Very nice,” it said, “ and I don’t 
deny a good deal of it’s true^,. but I cjua’i say 
that the part about work and caring for truth' is 
so well observed as the? rest of it. And it’s all 
very well,” it went on, turning to the Moser 
Buildings, “ buf you haven’t really told us why 
a man .should care about truth and self-sacrifice 
and all these things ; we aren’t likely to find out 
the real object of education till we know that.” 
“ Ah, there,” said the Moser Buddings, “ you’re 
getting a bit out of my depth ; I know Beauty’s 
a good thing, and I know there’s a lot more 
beauty to be found than mosfspeople look for, 
but when you ask me why it’s beautiful, or what 
all the fighting’s about, you get a little beyond 
me. Let’s ask the Chapel ; it’s more the Chapel’s 
job to settle things like that. Have you been 
listening ? ” it went on, turnjng to the Chapel. ' 
“ Yes, I’ve heard it all,” said the Chapel^ “ and 
I think there’s a great deal in all that you’ve been 
saying. There’s only one thing you’ve‘left out, but 
it’s a biggish omission — ^and that’s the Pevil. No, 
don’t say, ‘Hang theology,”’ it added to the 
Darwin Buildings, which blushed scarjet : “ I only 
mean that when you said last aveek that thdire was 
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lots of •fighting to t)f done in peace,* it was what 
I call the Devil that has to ’be fought. ,T}le 
Devil’s the Father of Lies, just as mw:h aa he’s 
*the^ father of Selfishness, and the father of Ugli- 
ness ; and you •three are all fighting him in your 
different ways. He hates good soldiers, and he 
hates good artists, and S haven’t the least doubt 
tlia^he simply loathes good men of ^science. And 
as for our young friend here,” it went on, looking 
at Pplumathes, “perhaps what he said was a bit 
exuberant ; but when is a fellow to let himself 
go a bit, if not when he’s talking about his own 
school? And*he^s quite right in what he said 
about the tilings they try to teach them here; 
some learn better than others, of course, but I 
"think they all Joarn a little. ^And anyhow, just 
when they’re leaving, they try and remember 
what they’ve learnt. ’You’d know more about 
It if you’d had my chances of hearing them 
sing. There’s a hymn they’re practising to- 
night^ for instance — ^why, there it is ! ” And in 
the distance we could all hear the music of the 
organ, and ^ the buildings were very silent as 
we listened to the words that were borne on the 
air-7- * 

“ Lord, Thou hast brought us to our journey’s end : 

Once more to Thee our evening prayers ascend ; 

Once more we staftd to prais^Thee for the past ; 

'Grant prayer and praise be honest at the last ! 
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For all llie joys which %1ioii hast deigned to share, 
For all the paii)^ which ThoiFhast hdped t& bea^, 
Fc^ all our Irlends, in life and death the same. 

We t|Mmk Thee, Lord, and praise Thy glorious name. 

If from Thy p£ech8, by chastening undismayed. 

If for Thy gifts ungrateful, we harij strayed,^ 

If in Thy house our prayers were faint and few* 
Forgive, O Lord, and build our hearts anew. 

If we have learnt to feel our neighbour’# negd. 

To fight f<fr trijth in thought and word and deed, • * 
If these be lessons which the years have taught. 

Then stablish. Lord, what Thou in us hast wrought. 

So be our rest Thy palaces most fair, • 

Not built with hands, whose stones Thy praise declare 
Where war is not, and all Thy soils afe free, 

Where Thou art known, and all is known in Thee#! ” 
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November 25, I816. 

You know-how when one thinks about things 
they have a way of falling into thr^ : good, bad, 
and indifferent ; right, middle, and left ; past, 
presaut, and future, and so on, I s'ay this 
becaiase it helps to account for a dream I ^d 
last night. Of»course I had been thinking about 
the f eople who were to be confirmed to-^jv, 
and wondering how they would turn out. Would 
they be failures* ^or respectable people^ or really 
•first-rate ; would t|;iey go for' comfort, or am- 
bition, or* the things* l^at really matter ; would 
they care igiore about their bodies, or more about 
their minds, or* more about their souls? And, 
of course, I had been thinking about the service 
we shuuld have to-day. If you add these ideas 
togethfer and •mi? them up in your mind, you 
will underslifind the kind of result that happened 
in my* dream. 

• • • • • 

One is getting quite used nowadays to seeing 

buildings adapted io stranfe purposes, but I 
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co^ess that* it was rather a shock to fii^d that 
tl|e ,whole insidet anfangement of Cliapek had 
bdfejtt so completely altered. At first I thought 
it had been made into a kind* of Pay-Ofiice|- for* 
there was some one sitting in^the Ante-^hapel 
engaged apparently in changing money. But 
when 1 got inside I foupd the changes had gone 
further still. The East end, for instance, was 
boarded up ^th « door on which was written, 
“ No Admission except for those strictly on 
Business ; ” and the two sides, which both s&med 
to .have grown a great deal larger, had® been 
divided off and made into separate rooms. And 
tl’ere was a notice up, running ajl roun^d the 
Chapel beginning from the East^end, “Gold for 
the Things of Gold, Silver for the Things cff 
Silver, and Copper for the Taxings of Copper.” 

I went into the room oo'the left, wMch seemed 
from the wording of the notice to be devoted 
to Copper goods, but when I got inside I could 
see nothing which answered to that descfription. 
One or two of the counters* seemed to b*e' given 
over to what were called “ Athletic OSjects,” 
such as bats and oars and pads and footballs, 
while the side door, headed, “ To the Grown-up 
Department,” led to what was apparerftly a 
Garage full of cars^of all descriptions. Not being 
much interested in these I turned \o a counter 
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labelled • ** Abstraction#^^ and found a* most 
affable* siflesman rejfdy^ to*ezi^in the.valt^e of 
his wares. 

“ Here, now, for instance, sir,” he said, “ are 
some fftckets of Health. QiSkite* indispensable for 
any gentleman, 2 t^d particmlarly, if I may ^ay so, 
for an Englishman like you ; and there is no doubt 
it’s ridiculous^ cheap at die price. 1 have known 
gentlemen* come back year after y^r and spend 
practically all their money on nothing else. Or 
then, again, there ire these packets of Popularity, 
wonderfully cheap they are, though, of cousree, 
they do not lasulcmg.” 

Anaelderly gentleman, who had been listeni|)|g; 
to our conversation, cut in at this point. 

, “ Nonsense,” he said, “ that is a mere waste 
of. money. But w]^at you said about Health 
was quite true. I hasr^ spent all my money on 
exercise and health, and never regretted it. They 
tried to get me tib spend my money in the Silver 
Room, but I was not such a fool as that. What 
I like'about this shop?” he went on confidentially, 
“ is thift you are .alws^s pretty sure of getting 
what you w^nt. Don’t expect too much and 
you won’t be disappointed, that’s what I say. 
Now »n the*Silver Room there’s a great deal of 
luck about what you get ; and as for the Gold, 
from all they tell mi that is**a perfect ^ramble. 
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No. I no! .Hailth, 1^ exercise, and comfort, 
you.ljaow where ypn are with them. 

« 

* The stars and sounding vaflities 
That half the crowd bewitch, 

What are they but inanities ^ 

To him that treads the pitch ? 

And where’s the wealth, I’m wondering, 

Could buy the eheers that roll 
When the last charge goes thuncjcrin^ 

Tbwar^ the twilight goal ? ’ ” 

The Salesman looked after him with a smile as 
he went oflE whistling. 

“ He’s one of the best of my oustomers,” said 
^ “ I wish they were all as nice as that. Bxcuse 
me for a moment.” And he went away to serve 
with visible dissatisfaction a rather stout cusy 
tomer, who had *come to (^mahd several large 
packets labelled “ Comfo^t^’ “ That is the more 
usual type,” he went on, as soon as his customer’s 
back was turned ; “ and it really iS rather sickening 
to see the way they waste their money on things 
like that, when they might* have got what was 
quite worth having evei^ at .th% Silver*- Shop. 
And it’s just the same with boys : never much 
mind their spending their money on cups and 
shields and colours : but 1 had a young gentle- 
man in here the other day who had changed all 
his silver — and he* had quite a good supply — 
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and cme asked -ior^^ lot of t^e chlap<st ' 

bran4 ^opnlaritjr^ I teffly |hougbt that^wae 
rather toio strong and ver7 h«arfy. turned hipa 
^ut of the shop.” • , . * 

, “ Fdsrgive my mentioning it,”*said I, “ but you 
don’t saeifi a very Enthusiastic salesman.” ' - < 

“ Why shotJd I be ? ” said he, I am only 
here because some one hal to do it ; and I am not 
8uch»a fool as not to know that the other shops 
give better value for money than we do here. 
You had better go ’and see for yourself,” he went 
on, and as I went away I heard him telKng two 
or three boys, who came up with their pennies 
to spand on packets of Notoriety, to go an^ 
apply at the CSiildren’s Corner. 

, So I took his kdvice and went across into the 
shop where thef things of Silver were on sale, 
and certainly I foundu iijyself in a very different 
atmosphere. The large room was full of beauti- 
ful things, books* and pictures and furniture and 
musical unstruments. There were cases of Stars 
and Garters, and ribbons of all Orders ; and the 
walls were hung with p^ictures of the most famous 
men and wojnen in history. But, here again, I 
was m'ore interested in the counter labelled 
“Abstractions,” and there I saw all kinds of 
Fame made up into neat packets : Military Glory, 
and Artistic* Distinction, and "Literary Success, 
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ao^ of a Biore expensive brand than 

1 had seen across^ the* way. 

'*!, *^ow is business with you ? ” I * asked a 
salesman *at this counter. 

“ Oh ! we nef er have any lack of customers 
here,” said hej “ barristers * knd soldiers #nd 
politicians, artists and authors; I am sometimes 
surprised that there is Grlory enough to go round.” 
“ Do you get niany boys in here ? I atsked. 
“ No,” said he, “ not many ; the things we sell 
are mostly beyond their mSans. But a* good 
many come in to look round, and save up their 
silver till they can afford to gat something worth 
J^javing. 

I see you are looking at these pictures oi 
Nelson,” he went on. “They*are a wonderful 
advertisement, fcJr he spent^all he had to spend 
at this shop ; and I have^jgaver heard that he was 
dissatisfied with the bargain. But, of course, he 
was most particular always to hkve the very best 
quality ; silver gilt a lot of it was.” • 

“ Are any of them ever dissatisfied? asked. 
“ Oh, yes ! ” he answered. . “ JiiVe ha^ some 
rather painful scenes sometimes, bet^^use, though 
we do the best we can, a good deal of this Glory 
tarnishes rather easily, and people sometimes 
come back and make complaints. We had several 
politicians back Hbih compikining oftly the other 
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day: «i)fl then tl^re are the poets, it wjts 
really very difficult, for instance, to explain *10 
Lord Byron that, we had never guaranteed that 
iiis <Glla;ry would last for ever.. And then there 
was poor*old Mikon, who only found, after he 
was dead, that he had got into the wrong shop 
through being blind ; and had spent all his money 
on ^ings of Silver when he meant ^o have spent 
it on things of Gold. That was a very sad case.” 

“ But what is your own opinion about it all ? ” 
I asked ; “ do you really feel justified in letting 
them spend so much money here; and chaftge 
their gold into silver for things like these ? ” 

“ On ! that is not my business,” he a’’8wer^<f. 
You had better go to the Gold Shop yourself 
Ind form your pv^n opinion.” • 

* So I went away, Ihough I confess I was sorry 
to leave so attractive room, and made my 
way to the East, end where, as I said, there was 
a heavy door tightly shut. I knocked timidly 
and k_was opened at once by a charming young 
salesman, who closed it rapidly behind me. 

“ We have to be so Careful,” said he, “ in case 
of fire. . I aifl sure you understand.” I did not 
understand in the least, but I did not like to ask 
him, so 1 said nothing and tried to look intelli- 
gent. “ Wh|t can I df> for you i,” he asked. “ I 
hardly 4mow,” I 8ai4» ** I just wkhs<»d to look 
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round. 1 afraid' 1 ought pot to hav; come in 
Wii^iMt being sure oi what I wanted.” 

don’t bother about that,” he" answered. 
“ We are always having people here ihat 
frame of mind; you have n^ idea bpw va^e 
some oi my customers are. Sometimes they say 
they want Goodness, a®d sometimes they want 
Strength, and sometimes they just come and 
say they want a Quality which some one else has 
got and they are not quite surp what it is.” 

“ And how do you deal with them^ ” I 
asked. 

“ Oh, one does the best one cad,” he answered, 
••■^e just gives them a sample on trial, and tells 
^ them to come back if they find it suits them ; but 
perhaps you wot^Jd like to look jound the shpf 
and see for yourself.” Th^ light was very b^d' 
and I could hardly maktf €ut what there 
sale, but I was much too shy to.tell him so. 

At first sight there was hardly anything to be 
seen ; but the first thing that caught my eye was 
a certain number of suits of khaki, lyii^g on a 
counter. 

“ I thought I had seen those ^n the other 
shops f ” said I. 

“ Ah, yes ! ” said he ; “ they do keep them in 
both the other^l^ops, b^t these ^are rather a 
finer quajjty T and we don’t; exactly sell •them,” 
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h«} wenii da, “ we i^ve thm aiway. ' In fact,'* J|ie 
ad^d, in a burst of cbnfidince, “ there* is ^o 
doubt that is t|je difficulty in this shop. Vbu 
see* these big jars, for instance, labelled * Peace* 
and Happiness^’ Well, people are alwa;^ 
coming here and asking’ for some of them, and 
what the price is ; and they get so annoyed when 
I tpll them jl'ou cannot sell them petail, and that 
the price is everything they have go*. Of course 
it sty^ts me all right,” he went on, “ for I never 
had I head for figures. And it is such a simple 
rule to say that j^ou have got to give everything 
for everything, but I know it is confusing to the 
customers at first. Fire, for instance,” he \veht 
on, ** that is the thing we sell most of ; and, of 
course, there i$*no such thing as really selling 
a little bij of Fire.i^You sell it small and it turns 
out big.” 

“^d then,* I suppose, they blame you?” I 
said. It must be very awkward for them to 
find Jhat they have got so much more than they 
bafgained for.” 

“ No,” he said, “ Ihey never complain. You 
see, the fact is they usually get consumed them> 
selves. Perhaps you will understand it better if 
I show you the pictures. We have exhibitions 
of them e^ery hour or so, ’Sl^ere is one just 
begin!fiing now.’* 
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So I lookeH over the Alt^ir and theas *1 saw 
where tlffe Cfross usually staiids, tfiere 
was a fire burning, and as I watched a man came 
and stood by the side warming his hands.aa <he 
blaze. 

“ Of course the fire is really inside him,” whis- 
pered my guide in my tear. “ But it is very 
dififcult to represent that in a picture.’* 

And as l*watcKed, the man began to malce 
up the fire for himself. He had a good de|il of 
luggage with him, and he threw on, firsf of all, 

a cricket bat or two, and then some books, and 

• • 

then by degrees everything that he had. ^And 
8fill'*lSie fire burnt higher and higher. At last 
he had nothing else left to put on. 

“ What will he (Jo now ? ” I h^hispered to my 
guide. 

“ Look and see,” he ansl^erea. 

And sure enough, as he was spoaking, die man 
gathered himself together and sprang into the 
fire himself. I jumped up wijh a cry. Bjit my 
guide put his hand on my shoulder. 

“ It will be all right,” He said, just wait a 
minute or two.” And as I watched,*! saw that 
though the fire seemed to have no power pvef 
him, the. blaze burnt up higher and higher, than 
before ; and a voise sounded <in my eyrs, though 
I could see jio one that spoke, saying — 



THE^ CHAFEL BAZAAR 

us sing tlfc song, of the three chi^df en, 
which they sang when they blessed the Lbr<^n 
,the furnace of •fire.” A,nd the vanole room 
joinSdnn the words that rose-*- 


“O all ye Works of the Lord, bless ye tljh Lord: praise 
Him and magnify Him for evft. I 

“ O ye Spirit^and Souls of the Righteous, b^s ye the Lord : 
prai?e Him and magnify Him for ever. * / 

“O ye holy and humble Men of heart, b]& ye the<Lord: 
praise^Him and magnify Hiin for ever.” I 

As I was listening there came a hurried knock- 
ing it the door behind us and I the salesman 
hastened away to see what was wa|p,ted. And I 
, heard an anxiotis voice saying — 

“ Can you possibly let me*in? have spent 
all my money andN[ have changed ,11 my gold, 
but I do want to come in.” 

“ Oh, please let him in,” I cried. He would 
like to .see the pictures, at any rate{’ But my 
petitipns were quite needless. 

“ It is all ^ight,” said the shopman. “ We 
never refusg anybody here. That isithe other 
secret,*” he went on, turning to me with a smile. 
“Yew must give everything that youihave got 
for the things that really matter, and then you 
vdll find in the end that the>v^re giv\n away 
after *all. 
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Efttth takes its prige tor whit Ear^ gives lis/ 

Hie beggari#taxcd for a comer to die ih : 

It is only Heaven that is given away, 

It 18 God alone can be had fo 9 the asking!* 

' • 

And with those words ringing* in nay ears 11 
awoke. 
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X HAVE thfought that it might be of interest 
to Salopians if I included in an App«ndix various 
hymns and versei with which they are familiar j 
I have Sdded a few notes as to the circumstances 
in wiEtich they arose — 


i. CARMEN SALOPIENSE 

• 

Rex Edwarde, te canamuf 
Pium Fundatorem, • 

Nec, soo^es, sileamus 
Regiam : 

Mente prosequamur grata 
^gem et reginam, 
Fautricemque amoena prata 
Resonent Sabrinam ! 

Floreat Salopia ! 

Non tacen^om’st hie priorum 
Nobilem cohortem ; 

Flenam vkm. huic honorum, 
Plenioifefii mortem : 

ZOius nec nomen turpis 
Obriiat robigOy 
Qui hum^nae docet stirpis 
Unde sit origo. * 

Floreat Salopia ! • 
75 
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Ceteri dum magistrorusi 
Lugeiit 4 >rev 8 fatjim, 

Fas iactare informatorum 
• Hie triumviratum : ^ 

Nostra turn iubente nympha 
(Rudis ^orte si sis) 

Exardebat Cami lympha, 

Exardebat Isis. 

Floreat Salopia ! 

Nimiis stipata turbis, 

Aflnis frius trecenis, 

S&em schola liquit urbis 
Imparem Camenis : 

Nescit studium mutari, 

Quique alumnos pridem, 

Nominis amor praeclari 
Nos exercet idem. 

Floreat Salopia I 

Editique caro colie 
Matri quam amamus 
Arte, libroi remo, foUe 
Gloriam petamus : 

Sic futures hie per 
Laus accumuletur^ 

Sic per ultimos Britannos 
Nomen celebretur I 

Floreat Salopia ! ” 

• 

Written in 1910, set to music by W. H. Moore, Esq,, and 
Brst sung at the School Concert in that.yeaf, 

2. THE SCHOOL AT WAR 

' We don’t forget — ^while in this dark Decembci 
We sit in schoolrooms that^ou know so well, 

And hear tb^souncis that you so well r&iembej — 
The clock, the hurrying feei^ the chapel bell : 
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iCMers ate*sittin||m the seats you «ic m ; 

There’s nothing ebe scans akered here — and yet 
Through all of it, the^same old Greek and I^atin,. * 
You know we don’t forget. 

We doh’t forget you — ^in the wintry weather 
^ You man the trench or tramp the frozen show ; 

We play the games we used to play together « 

In days of peace that seem so long ago ; 

But through it all, the%houting and the cheering, 
TSiost^other hosts in graver conflict met, 

Those other sadder sounds your ears^re hearing. 

Be sure we don’t forget. 

And you, our brothers, who, tor all our praying, 

» To this dear school of ours come back no more ; ^ 
Who lie, our country’s debt of honour paying — 

And not m vain — upon the Belgian shore ; 

•Till thy great day when at the Throne in Heaven 
The Books are opened and the Judgment set, 

Your lives for honour and for England given 
Tlje School will not forget.” 

# 

Ihese Verses were first ^blished in The Times of December 
19, 1914, and have been s^to^usic by A. M. Goodhart,.E8q., 
of Eton College. 


3. AN pVENING HYMN 

Our day ij done : O Thou that art the light, 
Accept me praise ^hat here has hailed Thy name ; 
O Tl»>u in light and darkness still the same, 
Accept us, Lord, into Thine arms this night. 

Not ours the song which Thy redeemed can raise, 
The blessed Saints around Thy sapphire throne, 
Yet tleign, O Dbrd, our humbler hymns to own, 
•And mould our^lives to nobler notes of pjaisg^ 



So, when these eyes Tty sim no more shall ^ee, 
Grant us to know onr anuem has been^eard, 

And with a® Saints fliat have believed Thy word 

Gr%nt us to rest and wake at last in 

• 

This was written tp an old Manx melody which hiR been 
harmonized as a hymn tune under th^name of Jfeel Cast^. 

4. «THE LORJTOF HOSTS” 

‘ The Lord of Hosts our King shSll ht, 
p Whatc«rer foes assail us ; 

A mighty man of war is He 
Whose arm shall never kil us. 

The Gods of silver and of gold, 

Men’s hands and brains have wrought <hcm; 
We scorn and fight them, as ^f old 
Our fathers scorned and fought them 

Lord God of Hosts, through whom alone 
A prince can rule his nation, 

Who settest kings upon thfjir throne 
And onierest each m|n’8 station, 

Now and through agej^following 
This grace to usfi^ given 
To serve and love an earthly king 
Who serves our King in Heaven ! 

Lord God of Hosts, arise, arise, 

Be jealous for Thine honour ! 

Save England from her enemies, 

And pour such grgce upon W 
That from her sins, her foolish jride. 

And all her vain endeavour, 

Redeemed, released, and purified. 

She serve her King for ever ! 

This hymn was originally written for Coronation Day, June 
22, 1911, to Sullivan’s well-known tune Bishofgarth, but has 
since bgjp . ujpd as a War Hymn. 
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COME, YE PEOP;.E,*RI§p AND 5ING 

'' Come, people, rise and sing 
Praise to God who made you. 

And to Heaven’s eternal King 
• Brings the prayers He bade you ; 

Bring your praise for mercies past, 

AU His love confessing. 

And on life, whilS life shall last, 

' Ask your Father’s blessing. 

Praise we God the Father’s name 
For our world’s creation. 

And His saving health proclaim 
Unto every nation ; 

Till, His»name by all confessed, 

Every heart enthrone Him, 

And from furthest East to West 

All His children own Him. 

• 

Praise we God the only Son, 

Who in mercy sought us ; 

^ Born to save a :^orld undone, 

Out of death He brought us ; 

Here jiwhile He showed His love. 

Suffered uncomplaining. 

Now He pleads for us above. 

Risen, ascended, reigning ! 

GrJht its, Holfr Ghost, we pray 
>!*>More and more to know Him, 

More and more and every day 
^ In our lives to show Him ; 

That with hearts by Thee made brave, 
Strong and wise and tender, 

JVe, with aU the powers we have, 

Service meet may render. 
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F^ther^ Son and Hbly Ghost, . 

H 4 p us t6 adore Thic, 

Till, withfall»tlie angel host, 

Low we fall before Thee ; 

«Till, throughout our earthly da^ , 

Guided, loved, forgiven, 

We can iSlend our songs of praise 
With the song of Heavens ” 

'i'his hymn was originally written for a tune of Dr. Sinclair’s 
for a Musical Festival at Hereford Cathedral ^It has been used 
at Shrewsbury to the tune of 133 A* & M. ^ 


6 . AWAKE, AWAKE, PUT ON TPiY STRENGTH, 
O ZION” 

Consolamtniy consolammi, fopule meuSy dicity Dens vfstif. 

Awake, awake, put on thy strength, O Zion, 

God’s purpose tarries but His will«stands fast ; 

Of Judah’s tribe is born the mighty Lion, 

And man shall cbruise the serpent’s head at last. 
Promise and covenant God surSy keeps ; ^ 

He watching over us slumjg^rs not nor sleeps. 

« 

For now the low estate of His handmaiden 
God hath regarded and she shall be blest ; 

Hear Him that saith, ^ Come, all ye heavy lad6n. 

Come unto Me and I will giWs you rest,’ ' 
Promise and covenant God surely keeps ; 

He watching over us slumbers not-noi^sleeps. 

4i 

‘ Ho, ye that thirst, the pleasant fountains wait you ; 

Ye that are poor, ye shall be freely fed ; ^ ^ 

Why give ye gold for wine that cannot sate you ? 

Vi^y strive your hands for that which is not bread f ’ 
Promise and covenant God sur^ keeps ; » 

He watching over us slumbers not nor sleeps. 
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Scornful we lo^ed,* anif lo I His face lyas stati^d, 

* Hts visage marrM heyoni the sons of men ; 

Yet those His stripes oyr lift peace regained, « 

Those hands shall heal us that were pierced then. 

Promise and covenant God surely keeps ; • ♦ 

He watching over us slumbers not nor sleeps. 

» 

Arise Snd shirfe,\hy battlements are shining. 

Upon thee breaks the glory of the Lord ; 

And from the East, thy royalty divining, 

The Gentiles come t<f see thy peace restored. 

Pronflse and covenant God surely keeps ; 

He watching over us slumbers not ncft iJeeps.” 

inis^hymn was writfen as an attempt to redeem the tune of 
223 (A. & M.), which is very popular with boys, from the words 
with wRich it is ordinarily associated. All that is best in it 
was composed by jh^ Rev. R. A. Knox, Fellow of Trinity 
College. Oxford, and I can only claim to have suggested the 
idea ana to hav® written the rest of the hymn. 


7. "ONE DAY, Of .FEASTS THE KINDLIEST” 

" One day, of feasts^fhe kindliest, 

Let*S^int and sinner join to keep, 

All-Saints, — the unknown good that rest 
In God’s still memory folded deep ; 

The bravely dumb that did their deed, 
Anclgscomed to blot it with a name, 

Men of the plain^heroic breed, 

Tffat loved Heaven’s silence more than fame. 

Such lived not in the past alone. 

But thread to-day the unheeding street, 

And stairs to Sin and Famine known 
Sing with tlie welcome of their feet ; 



Thc.dtn they enter gro^ a ^rine, 

Hic grimy sash an oriel burns,* 

Their cup wfcr w^rms like wine, 

Their speech is filled from heavemy urns. 

[About their brows e’en now appears 
An aureole traced in tenderest light, 

The rainbow-gleam of smiled through Itears# 

In dying eyes, by them made bright, 

Of souls that shiverdB on the edge 
Of that chill ford repassed no moire, « 

An^ ift their mercy fdt the pledge 
And sweetness of the farther shore.] 

• 

Grant, King of Saints, that day by day * 

We follow where their feet have trod. 

The open unfrequented way^ 

That leads to glory and to God I ” 

• 

I'lusTiymn is, of course, in the main Mr. Lowell’s well-known 
verses for All Saints’ Day. It was necessary, however, to alter 
the first two lines, which ran originallj-— 

“ One day, of holy days th% crest, 

I, though no Churclknan, love tor keep,” 

which did not seem suitable for singing evei when altered to 
the plural number. The last verse has also been added. 


8. VESPER HYMN 

Visitavit nos, oriens ex alto, iUlhninare hi?, qui in tenebris et 
in umbra mortis sedent: ad dirigendos peder nostros , in viam 
pads. 

Thou Who art, as the Scripture saifh, 

' The One True Light that lighteneth, 

Lighten, O Lord, in the shadow of death 
Thy peopld for whom we pray.* 



APFIUD^X 

Lord^ Wlu) in victo<%^cr death and ^ain, 

• Q^ving the iWdqiwr her 80i\ again, 

Helg, when the comfort •£ man is rain, 

Thy people for%hom w^pray. 

King, by the^living and dead adored, 

Light and darkness obey Thy >gord, 

Guide to t^^e avay of peace, O Lord, 

Thy people for whpm we pray.” 

These lines, sung as a Vesper Hymn at Shrewsbury, were 
written for a tunegcomposed by T. P. M. Bevan, at the time a 
boy in^y house, now and Lieutenant, Grenadier Guards. The 
words and music have been published by Novelldi 

9. «POR ALL OUR FRIENDS” 

For all ou^ fiends who, near or far, 

Heard and obeyed the call of war, 

For deeds determined, dared, and done, 

We praise Thee, Father, Spirit, Son. 

• 

On earth, in 4>ir, by sea or land, 

Their times are^n their Father’s hand ; 

Teach them to kuiow that Thou art nigh, 

And unto Thee theji live or die. 

• 

O Thou, ^rong Spirit, cheer and bless 
Their hours of fear or loneliness. 

And give us grace our work to find, 

•And serve Th6e with a quiet mind. 

And graat that, thjough the grave’s dark door, 

Our friends and we may meet once more, 

• Through Christ our Lord, Himself Who gave 
In life to serve, in death to save.” 

These lines represent an attempt to make it possible to use 
the fine tune of Hymn A. & M. 126 (2) on other occasions 
than in Easter vtek. 



A|*PENDIX 


w. “GOD THE FATHER, THRONED IN 
> SPl^ENDOtJR" 

God theVather^ Sironed in aglendoun 
God the Son, incarnatf Love, 

God the Spirit, strong and tendc 
%Sent fo aid us from above'i 
Wheresoe’er, within, arohnd us, 

Satan’s angeh draw their sword, 

There Thy trumpet call has found us 
‘ Join the battfe of the Lor(^’ 


’pHnA the legioned hosts of evil. 

Foes to Life and Love and Light, 
’Gainst the armies of th# devil 
Thou hast sent us forth to fight ; 
Thine we are — and may Thy sending 
Find us ready to obey; ^ 

Then be Thine the praise unending 
That shall crown the hard-fosight day. 


All the glory we would win ms 
Comes from Thee andi^s Thine own; 
Therefortf^now, O Christ, within us 
Finish that Thou would’st have^done ; 

So when death oue^ard relieving . 

Finds us faithful in the strife^ 

We may die, Thy word believing, 

‘ I have cpme to give them Hfc.’ 

This hymn was written for a tune fdr which the woi?ds proved 
unsuitable : it has consequently been very seldom supg. I re- 
print it merely for the pleasure qf remindii^ myself what was 
thought and said about it by the Public Scjhool Hymn Book 
Committee. To avoid misunderstanding, I may add that it 
will net be found in their collection. 
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